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With that I knock and as some sprite
I conjure up pure red and white.
My circle's a round table, and
In midst thereof does Hymen stand.
With a light taper, when I call
To celebrate my nuptial.
Here do I a French madam place,
And there a sweet-lipped Spanish lass.
Here all in white a lady dances.
And there in red ancrther glances,
And lest mine eyes want fresh delight,
Here sits Claretta, red and white.
Nor do I compliment, I trow,
But tell 'em plain, 'tis so and so.
They struggle not, nor are they coy,
But I may what I will enjoy.
No, there's no coil made for a kiss,
Though melting, melting, melting bliss,
No shifting from the friendly cup,
But I may freely all take up.
And in each face, if I so please,
I'll court my own effigies.
Who would not then on this stage act Narcissus,
Where lively lips so sweetly say, come kiss us?
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